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CHANGES OF ADDRESS Ihou 



ins it poiiibie r our old a 




\nd then it happens! unable to 
Dislodge his rider, the red whirlwind does the 
dreaded "death roll" -trxin6 to crush roy under 
him! only roy's quickness avoids that.. 




. . BUT us HEAP HITS THE TREE TRUNK WITH C/tUeLPORCE.^ &AWLIfJ6 HIS RAGE, TVS OUTLAW WHIRLS IDF/HISHHIM-' 





afaNWUSt-% T&SGESZ TURNS TO WS UMP FORM, 
" SNIFFING, NUPGim WITH HIS SOFT NOSE" 

fiswmm HimsLF that life is still there. 



0' 





|S THE. CANYON STILL ECHOES TO THE ENGINE'S 
ROAR, A BUNCH OF BOLDEH YELLOW CALVES 
STAMPEDE 70YJf.RO THE PLACE WERE ROVANPfiATWAIT- 




&HXEE HOURS 8EF08E DAWN, THE SAME PLANE AGAIN 
TOUCHES DOWN ON THESWOTH WHITE FLOOR OF SALT COUiON 




LISTEN, CAP/ DON'T SUM THOSE \ OK/W, BLUEV. 
EN6INES TILL WE SET THE PlEL TAKE TIME TO STRETCH 
PEORO OUTOFTHECAhWONOR/OUR LESS BEFORE 
THEY'LL STAMPEDE AWD^,^ IVE TAKE OFF; 
MEBBE GET HURT. 




4&AIFAN HOUR LATER, THE BIG.UUUGUTEP 
PLANE RISES OUT OF THECANiON LIKE A 
GIANT BAT OUT OF A CAVERN'S MOUTH... 





JSfJ A SMOOTH- FLOORED 
** VALLEY, IT SETS POWH-- 
ONA STRIP MARKED OUT 
BY SMALL BONFIRES... 



J LESS THAN THREE HOURS, IT IS CIRCLING 
? THE BIG BEND'S DESERT MOUNTAINS- 
LONS THE HAUNT OP LAWLESS MEN... 





..INTO A SIDE CANYON JUST WIDE ENOUGH FOR WlNSS... 

VOU'LL HAVE TO CARRY ) DOUBLE LOADS.' 40U MEAN 

DOUBLE THE NEXT J TWENTY DOGIES A TRIP? 

TWO TRIPS, BCNS/J} ^ £2^>^WH%eOSS? 





AfTOSAf I SPOTTED THE S 
OW CHE CALP THAT THE* 3 
ACROSS.' MAD TO SHOOT 




~Jkj THE LIMIT OF ITS RUN, IT RISES- 
AND BARELY CLEARS THE VALLEY'S END. 



ytWJ HOURS LATER... p 




THAT MEANS -fOU, \ SHUCKS, I'M NOT A CHARRO 
ROY.' THERE ISN'T A \ PERFORMER .' NEVER DID 

SEVEW STATES } LEARN HOW TO SPIN A 
WHOCflN BEAT VOU < AMCHE7£"ORJUMP 
WITH SOU OR ROPE; / THR0U6H A FLAMING 
hOOP- 





"I With expert fwgers, charro makes a quick unnoticed 

DAILY, FASTENING HIS ROPE'S FREE END TO H/SSADOLEHQRN... 




gflKE A STRMIN3 SNAKE, ffOV'S SMALL LOOP HISSES OUT. 




( HERE HE COMES.' TAKE THE ] 
\_ FIRST WHACKS.ROSERS.^ 

<7tb 



JJS THE UPROAR BREAKS OUT BEHIND HIM, THE 
BIS OLD TUSKER MOVES OUT, 6RUNT INS ANGRILY.. 





QjIKE A FLASH, THE BIS TUSKER whirls, tq rip AGAIN. 






FIND SOMETHING TO BANDAGE SUM'S HEAD- 
TILL THE OTHERS SET HERE, PIERCE.' TN 
CHARRO CQGAM 





HE'S LAMED HIS HORSE.' 

[ I CAN TELL Bi THE TRACKS.' 

IT WON'T BE LONG NOW... 






It all started when Ted Boyle's father 
brought home the Bear Cub, He'd shot the 
cub's mother, but couldn't bring himself to 
destroy the cute, little, woolly youngster who 
wasn't yet weaned from milk. 

Eleven -year -old Ted thought the cub was 
wonderful— a real, live Teddy Bear! For 
"Brownie," as he was promptly named, had 
a coat that was light cinnamon brown—al- 
most a shade of yellow. Some black bear 
mothers have cubs of that color. 

Ted's mother was not enthusiastic about 
her son's pet, but because Ted had lately been 
mourning the death of his old dog, she agreed 
to let the boy keep him—outdoors. 

The "outdoors" rule lasted only a week. 
By that time, Ted had his bear house-trained. 
Ted could t«ach qt\ animal to do almost any- 
thing. He cuffed the small bruin into prompt 
obedience, much the way a mother bear 
would do— and petted him between times. 

So Brownie learned to sit in a chair for his 
meals, with a dish towel around his neck for 
a napkin. He learned to ride a wooden- 
wheeled bicycle that Ted made. He also 
learned NOT to walk along the top rail of 
the corral and scare the calves out of a year's 
growth! 

Brownie never bothered the hens— after 
one sharp lesson. But no one and nothing 
could keep him from stealing eggs when he 
was not watched. Ted tried. He emptied an 
eggshell and refilled it with red pepper mixed 
with yolk. 

Brownie loved it With watering eyes he 



asked for more! The upshot was— a collar and 
a stout chain for Brownie, except when Ted 
was around to keep an eye on him. 

The first winter. Brownie did not hibernate. 

Dad Boyle said that the bear's growing 
appetite made Brownie too expensive to 
keep. Mom said the creature was a nuisance, 
and always underfoot when she wanted to get 
a meal. But Brownie was Ted's pal, so he 
stayed. . . . 

Until the next fall! 

By then his appetite was a frightening 
problem. And the half-grown bear was get- 
ting bumptious. One day, he stopped Dad 
Boyle coming from the born with a pailful 
of milk. When Dad tried to walk around 
him, Brownie made a swipe at the pail with 
his paw— and spilled it. 

Dad was furious. He reached far a shovel 
to swat the cub— but Brownie, like all bears, 
was an instinctive boxer. He knocked the 
shovel clean out of Dad's hands. 

A few moments later, Ted saw his father 
coming out of the house with his rifle. Ted saw 
Brownie lapping up spilled milk, and guessed 
the score! With his arms around the cub's 
neck, he begged for his pet's life. 

Dad compromised. If Ted would take his 
pesky bear into the woods and lose him for 
good, no shooting would be needed. 

With a heavy heart, Ted led Brownie into 
the woods. Three miles from home, Ted or- 
dered his pet to climb a tree-something he 
loved to do, 

The command to "Stay there!" was also 



familiar— but this time there was a grimness 
in Ted's tpne that meant a LONG stay! 

That fall and winter, nothing was seen of 
Brownie around the Boyle farm. 

The next autumn, Ted was still missing him. 
But the arrival of Mom Boyle's bachelor 
brother from the East suddenly filled the days 
with interest. "Uftcle Arthur" was "retired," 
with a nice little income, so that he didn't 
have to work. He was also fat and full of 
strange ideas that Mom called "fads," and 
Dad called foolishness. 

Uncle Arthur insisted on eating only one 
kind of food at a meal— but lots of it. He 
had another notion that pleased Mom better. 
This was for Dad to build him a very small 
cabin, thickly insulated against winter's cold, 
to keep him warm. Dad built it, grumbling a 
bit. 

One snowy evening, when Ted was helping 
Uncle Arthur carry a pile of blankets to his 
new sleeping quarters, the lantern's light 
showed that the cabin door stood open. 

"Something's inside!" Uncle Arthur 
squeaked. "It looks like a dflg! Get out, you 
yellow cur!" 

"Uncle Arthur— that's not a dogl That's 
Brow-OH, DON'T-!" 

But Ted's warning came too late. Uncle 





Arthur's boot landed hard. With an outraged 
"WOOF-WOOF!" a big cinnamon bear 
backed out, and struck back with a mighty 
paw. 

Luckily, the blow landed on the pile of 
blankets in Uncle Arthur's arms. It knocked 
him down, however. And the next instant a 
growling, dangerous wild beast stood over 
the shrieking man. 

Through the clamor, Ted's command cut 
sharplyi "Brownie! Get backl" Then the lan- 
tern crashed against Brownie's ear. 

The bear backed off. This was familiar 
stuff— his master's voice, and— bang! As 
meekly as a little cub, he crept into Uncle 
Arthur's cabin, and lay dov/n. 

Ted Boyle slammed the door. To his uncle's 
hysterical questioning, he admitted that he 
was more or less on friendly terms with wild 
animals. And that you could never be sure 
when one of them would turn up— like this 
bear! . 

Uncle Arthur gasped in horror at the 
thought. And next day, Dad drove him out 
to the train for Boston, bag and baggage. 

Brownie, as fat as pork, and sleepy, con- 
tinued to occupy the little cabin. In fact, he 
slept there, with the' family's blessings, all 
winter long! 
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8UT, CHARLEY— ONCE THE WILD HORSES GET 
INTO THAT MESS OF CANYONS, HOW ARE WE GOING 
TO DRIVE 'EM INTO ANY 



PARTICULAR ONE 




---AND I STRUNG UP A "BOOGER" AT THE 
ENTRANCE OF EVERY DRAW AND CANYON WHERE 
I I DIDN'T WANT THIS BUNCHTO GO.' BOOGERS 
ARE EASY TO MAKE— JUST 
SOME WHITE RAGS FLAP- 
PING ON A STRING TO 

SCARE THE BROOMTA1LS? 




AN HOUR LATER, HIS KEEN EARS CATCHING THE 
SOUND OF APPROACHING RIDERS, THE WILD PINTO 
VOICES A WARNING AND A COMMAND TO HIS MARES. 




HE FOLLOWS IT UP WITH A SHARP NIP— AND 
IN SECONDS THE WHOLE BAND IS FLYING 
TOWARD THE NEXTCANYON BRANCHING. . . 

3P< 





CHARLEY—HOWDIOYOU \ 
KNOW THAT WILD PINTO 
WOULD BREAK BACK PAST J 

USFIGHT1NG MAD , — y 

WITH HIS BUNCH . — . S 
BEHIND HIM? J I 


'I'VE SEEN IT YVj 
^ HAPPEN J^fe 
^ BEFORE, ^ 
V PAT? y 


T^sl 




-a^-^jL S^H 






,'jfcTJ nsft/ 7JF 


^SESi^r' -***&*** "^" 



I SAW THE STEELOU5T StDEWINCER 
BUST OUT OF A REAL TRAP, THAT WAY— 
AND HALF KILL TWO FIRST-CLASS HOSS 
HUNTERS WHO FIGURED THEY HAD HIM 
CAUGHTf I'LL TELL YOU ABOUTIT.. . 





THE SIDEWINDER WAS AN 
UNTAMEABLE OUTLAW IN 
CAPTIVITY, WHEN I FIRST 
SAW HIM, WAITING TO BE 
SADDLED FOR HIS FIRST 
RODEO RIDE... 



- BUT THE MAN WHO FIRST TRIED TO fll 
HIM NEARLY GOT" KILLED? THE STEELDUST 
PROVED TO BE SO UNMANAGEABLE... 





"SIDEWINDER WAS A MIGHTY SMART HORSE 

HE NEVER TRIED TO FIGHT IMPOSSIBLE ODOS f 
FOOT-ROPEO, HE LET HIMSELF BE LOADED INTO 
A BOXCAR , HEADED FOR THE ROOEO TOWN. 




"HE MADE NO BREAK 
FOR FREEDOM 
UNTIL THE 
MINUTE THAT 
HE BUCKED 
OFF HIS 
FIRST RIDER 
IN THEAREN* 





"THEN, BUCKING AND BAWLING AND SQUEALING 
LIKE MURDER, HE HEADED STRAIGHT FOR THE 
LOWEST PART OF THE FENCE? THE PEOPLE 
THERE SCATTERED — FOR THEIR LIVES? " 




AND LIT OUT FOR THE WIDE OPEN SPACES 

ACOUPLEOF RIDERS TOOK OUT AFTER HIM — 
BUT IT WASN'T ANY USE? . 




SOME TIME LATER. HE FOUGHT A WILD STALLION COUNTRY f THE STEELDUST'S OWN CLEAN 
FOR THE LEADERSHIP OF HIS BAND OV MARES... POWERFUL LINES SHOWED IN HIS GROWING 
COLTS. 




"and that's what caused the trouble that 
ended hisfreerunofthe badlands^ more 
than once, some wandering cowboy glimpsed 
sidewinder's band and talked about \t( 




"HORSE HUNTERS STARTED RUNNING THE STEEL- 
DUST'S BUNCH KEEPING THEM ON THE MOVE, 

WITH NO CHANCE TO REST OR EAT OR DRINK. 



"THEY 


^ h f*i' vir\ 




NEVER 
DID 

MANAGE 


|^ 1, Y'pPEt' ) 








TO CATCH 






SIDE- 






WINDER 
HIMSELF 
'BUT 


impkf 


THEY 
SPLIT HIS 
BAND AND 
CAPTURED 




'-*** 


HALF 






HIS 
MARES 




%^ 








COLTS." 


IHfeBM^. 


~*m 




" FIND THE WEAKEST POST, AND BREAK 

IT OFF, OR TEAR DOWN THE WIRE. 
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'THAT'S WHERE I CAME IN? A COUPLE OF 
FRIENDS OF MINE, DAVE AND WALLX PROFES- 
SIONALS IN THE HORSE HUNTING GAME, GOT ME 
INTERESTED INTRAPP1NG SIDEWINDER.' WE BUILT 
AFENCE OF LIVING CEDAR TREES... 




"- — TO MAKE EACH WING OF OUR TRAP. THEY 
LED RIGHT ALONG A LOW RIDGE THAT THE 
STEELDUST USED TRAVELING FROM ONE WILD 
RANGE TO ANOTHER. 



"WHEN WE SAW HIM AND HIS BAND ENTER 
THOSE WINGS, WE BURNED THE WIND, TO 
FOLLOW HIM RIGHT THROUGH? WE DIDN'T 
AIM TO GIVE SIDEWINDER TIME TO BREAK 

THROUGH OUR FENCE..." 




WE FIGURED HE'D KEEP ON GOING, STRAIGH' 
THE STRONG CORRAL TRAP, AND WE COULD SLAM 
THE GATE BEHIND HIM AND STOP HIS MARES... BUT 
WE FIGURED WRONG' SIDEWINDER STOPPED SHORT * 




*H£ GRABBED WALLY JAMES BY THE LE8- 




— -AND TOSSED HIM ASIDE 



' THEN---QUICK AS A FLASH I 

INTO DAVE'S HORSE AND KNOCKED HIM DOWN? 
DAVE FIRED ONE SHOT— AND MISSED?" 




"THE NEXT MOMENT HE WAS GONE FADING 

INTO THE DUST CLOUD KICKED UP BY HIS BAND! 



l ^S22§fe^ 
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en you subscribe to 
Roy Rogers Comics! 



's o real thrill lo gel your copy of Roy 
Rogers Comics every nionlh by mail. You 
ir hove to worry about missing an issue or a 
ifing adventure in the tile o! Roy Rogers. 

SPECIAL FREE OFFER if you subscribe NOW! 

This genuine Lucky Rabbit's Foot 
fastened to a golden chain will be 
sent FREE to every boy or girl who 
clips the coupon below and sub- 
scribes to Roy Rogers Comics. You 
can use this wonderful lucky piece 
as a key ring, watch fob or in doz- 
ens of other ways. 

Take advantage of this oppor- 
tunity to get 12 issues of Roy 



De P t. 6-RR Mail to DELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 10 W, 33rd St., New York 1, N. Y. Dtp.. 6-RR 

(Please use this side for your own subscription) (Please Use this side for gift : 

Please enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comic! 



Rogers Comics — plus a member- 
ship card in the Dell Comics Club 
- plus this Lucky Rabbit's Foot 
FREE by clipping .the coupon be- 
low today. 



NOTE: You da n't 


nve lo mk 


mwmh 




deriul fBEE oftar 




lr«dy a 












*■**• Wf " n " 


Itr old en 


""""■ 






Include FREE LUCKY RABBIT'S FOOT and c 



Please enter Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comic: 
Include FREE*LUCKY RABBIT'S FOOT and also De 
Comics Club Membership Certificate. 



SUBSCRIPTION RATES: D 1 yenr-12 issues $1.00 < Name A Q e 

D 2y«o.s-24 issues $1.85 D 3 yeors-36 issues $2.70 £ 



Donor's Nome . 



r. $1.20; D 2 yrs. $2.00; Q 3 V»- $3.00 
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WIN A REAL JEEP 

in "Post Cereals' fey "Rogers fiftMf LV CONTEST.' 



Kinp of Ifie Cowboys 




ociL&HOWEU8<^ 

fcJfcLi-* " -Jt Doctors 



owe PRIZE 



616 PRIZES IN ALL— 4 WEEKLY CONTESTS— 
616 CHANCES FOR YOU TO WIN! 

All you've got to do is tell us— in 25 words or leas— which 
POST cereal is your family's favorite, and why. 

Suppose you like CRAPE-NUT FLAKES best. Tomorrow 
morning, when you're en joy in;; your lm-jklasL bowl of them, 
try to decide what it is about GRAPE-NUTS FLAKES that 
makes them so lip-smacking good. Is it that exclusive malty- 
rich flavor? (No other wheal flakes have it, you know!) 

Or maybe it's the flcliciiius sugiir-rtiiisted irrispness you go 
for. Or the wonderful, glad -to-be-alive feeling you have after 
a grape-nuts flakes breakfast. (Remember, the whole- 
wheat energy in grape-nuts flakes goes to work for you 
within two minutes after you eat them!) 

Or maybe you'll discover you have some special reasons 
all your own for liking GRAPE-NUTS FLAKES. Fine! Just put 
them down on the entry blanks your grocer has for you, or 
write them down on a plain sheet of white paper. 

Send your entries to: Roy Rogers Family Contest, Box 1, 
Brooklyn 1, New York. 



WIU-VS 

4 each week 



^°umm Burner 



There'll be four big weekly contests, and you can submit 
as many entries us you w:mi lor each contest — provided you 
enclose a POST cereal box top 
(a GRAPE-NUTS PI 
top if GRAPE- NUTS 

are your favorite!) i 
each entry. 

The first t 
May 15; the second 
May 22; the third. 
May 29; the fourth, 
June 5. And reme'm! 
entries will he iKxepled 
that are postmarked late: 
than midnight June 5th. 

GET ENTRY BLANKS 

AND CONTEST RULES 

AT YOUR LOCAL GROCER'S 




